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TheTragedie 

Vpon the hatches thence we lookt toward England, 
And cited vpa thoufand fcarefu.Il times. 

During tlicwarres of Yorke and Lancaflet , 

That had befallen vs:as we part along, 

V pon the giddie footing of the hatches , 

Me thought that Gloccftcr ftumbled,and in {tumbling, 
Stroke me (that thought to flay him)oucr board, 

Into the tumbling billowes o fthe maine. 
Lord,Lord,me thought what paine it was to drownc, 
W hat dreadfull noi fc of waters in mine earcs, 

What vgly fights of death with’m mine cies : 

Me thought I faw a thoufand fearefull wracks, 

Ten thoufand men,that fi(hes gnawed vpon, 

Wedges of golde,grcat anchors, heapes of pcarle, 
Ineftimable ftoncs,voualued Jewels, 

Some la j in dead mens {culs,and in thole holes, 

Where eyes did once inhabite, there were crept 
As’t were in fcorne of eyes refle^fing gems, 

Which weed the fliraic bottom of the deepe, 

And mockt the dead bones that lay fcattcrcd by, 

JSrpk,’ Had you fuch Icifitre in the time of death, 

To gaze vpon thefecrets ofthedeeperf 
C/ar, Me thought 1 had:fbt ftill the enuioUs floud 
K cpt in niy foule,and would not let it foorth, 

T o feeke the etnptie,vaft,and wandering aire, 

^^iich almofl burft to belch it m the fca . 

Awalct you not with this fore agonie ? 

C/ar, O no, my dreame was lengthned after life, 

O then began the tempeft to my foule, 

Who paft (me thought) the melancholy floud. 

With that grim fen iman, which Poets write o^ 

Vnto thekindomeofpcrpctuill night : 

The firfl: that there did greet ray flrangcr foulc, ’ 

Was my great father in l4^w,rcnowmed Warwicke, 
Who cried alowd ,U'hat fcoarge for pcriuric. 

Can this darkc monarchic affoord falfe Clarence, 
And fo he vaniO itithcn came wandring by, 






Alba* 


of Richard the third. 

A fhadow like an Angell in bright haire, 

Dabledjn bloud,and he fqucakt out alowd* 

Clarencc‘is comc,f3lfe,fleeting,periurd Clarence, 

That ftabd roe in the field by Teuxburie : 

Scazeon him furies, take him to your torments. 

With that me thought a legion of foule fiends 
Enui rond me about,and howled in mine cares, 

Such hideous cries, that with the vcric node, 

I tremblingjwakt :and fo r a fcalbn after. 

Could not bcleeue but thatl ivas in hell, 

Such terrible impreffion made the dreame. 

Bra, No maruell(my Lo.)though it affiaghted you, 

I promifi: yo«,T am afraid to hcare you tell it. 

C/a. O Brokenburie,! haue done thofc things. 

Which now hcare cuidence againft my foule, 

For Edwards fake, and fee how he requites me* 

I pray thtc gentle keeper ftay by me, 

J^yfouleis heauie,and 1 fainc would llecpc. 

will(my Lo.) God giuc your Grace good reft. 
Sorrow break es feafons,and repofing howersj 
Makes the night morning,and the noonctidc night. 
jPrinces haue bnt their titles for their glories. 

An outward honour fof aninward toy Ic, 

And for vnfclt imagination, 

They often fcele a world of reftlcfle cares: 

So that betwixt their titlcs,and low names, 

There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 

The mttrtherers enter t 

JoGods name what arc you, and how cameyoaliithcrf 
Exec, I would fpeake with Clarence,and 1 came hither on 
/fw. Yea,areyoufobriefeV (mylc»s. 

2 Exec, O fir,it is better to be biicfe then tedious, ^ 

Shew him our commifiion,talkc no more. He readeth it, 
,Bro, laminthiscommaundcd todeliuer 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands, 

I will not realbn what is meant hereby, 

Becaufc I will be guiltlcllc oftheineaning ; 

Hci c arc the kcics, there fits the Duke aflcepe, 

D lie 
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